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	Clockwork

**Been on a Karmy binge. Thought about an idea for a fic while I was at work, thought I'd get it down while it was fresh, and see if anyone was interested! I am currently working on another fic, so this one would not be ****prioritized while the other is in progress- but I can see myself working on this when I need a break! :) Review, fav, follow!  
><strong>

* * *

><p>"That's not her, is it?"<p>

Hester High had nearly twenty five hundred students, last time I checked. And there were new faces after the summer, that's always certain, too. But from all the way across the courtyard, glowing in the sun, there was a girl with auburn hair that was just a little _too_ familiar. I got that weird feeling in my stomach; the kind that makes your body feel like an ellipsis followed by a question mark. Almost like nostalgia. Whatever it was- it was strong enough to make me squint-stare like a big creep, trying to determine whether or not I was having a hallucination. But really; she was just too far away to tell.  
>I mean, I hadn't been with anyone anyway, so it's not like I had anyone to answer my totally open-ended question, or berate me for staring. After so long, though, I had to pull my gaze away, and keep moving.<p>

It was the first day of senior year. I should feel celebratory, but, it just feels like every other routined day. Wake up. Eat. Get ready. Arrive. Today I'd find my classes (and then I would go to them). I'd make small talk with Shane whenever I ran into him. I'd avoid Lauren. Only to go home and put up with her ridiculousness, moms ridiculousness, _yadda yadda_. Just another day.  
>But that<em> girl<em>. If that's who I think it is, it sure would put a wrench in my regularly scheduled program. However, I hadn't caught sight of her again by lunch hour, so, I'd shaken it off as a figment of my imagination.

"So, PE, Geography, Biology," Shane sighed, falling into step with me in the lunch line-up, "Pre Calc, and Foods. And I'll be seeing you in Bio and Foods?"

"That's right," I reply, grabbing one of the recycled red lunch trays, "I'll be keeping those classes."

"Switching out of anything?" He follows my lead, blatantly cutting into line to grab a tray. No one complains, because he's Shane.

"Don't think so."

"What else do you have?" He inquires, the very same moment Irma plops a heaping pile of mashed potatoes onto a plate, followed by peas and carrots. Not grimacing is an effort.

"History, Yearbook, and English."

"Ew, drop History, come to PE." There's a wet smacking noise as the mashed potatoes reach Shane's plate; he tries less hard to hide his disgust. Slowly turning away from the counter, "No, thanks. I haven't taken PE since it was mandatory."

Shane snorted, shaking his head, "Well, I hope you thank your metabolism everyday for keeping your figure. Lucky bitch," He bumped me lightly with his hip, and I laugh, "I do, don't worry." Although, I don't. Never really gave it much thought.

We wander through the tables, trying to find one that was uninhabited. Since he hasn't bid me goodbye already, I assume he must be planning to sit with me today instead of Liam- there was always a chance he could show up, though. I didn't know a lot about Liam; but he was one of those people that just didn't sit right with me. Arrogant, whiny, good-looking, pretentious, kind of a douche. His company wasn't something I ever yearned for, to say the least.  
>Coming across an empty table, I slide onto the bench, and Shane across from me.<p>

"How's Lauren been?" He asked, smirking, "Has her highness been up to anything interesting this summer?"  
>It was funny how I'd seen Shane a maximum of four times this summer- not once while it was exclusively the two of us- but we still talked as though there had been no lapse in communication.<p>

"Well," I poke at the mashed potatoes, "She met a boy for about two weeks before dumping him for being too big of a loser for her. She threw out all of my shampoo because it was _L'Oreal_, but didn't replace it. She found a passion for meditation- but I don't think it's working."

"Interesting," He nods, "Well I can relate about her relationship problems," _Here we go_- Shane was nice and all, but there was nothing he liked more than talking about himself. Yet, I didn't really mind it most of the time; because that meant I didn't have to talk about _myself_. "I met a guy at the beach in July- his name was Eric. Cute, right?" I nod, still working up the courage to try the potatoes, "Things didn't get too serious. He was kind of lazy, and boring- all he could talk about was hockey. I don't know anything about hockey!"

"The one that got away," I muse, "That's okay, I'm sure you'll meet someone who's better for you."

"Oh, _I know_," Shane is inspecting his potatoes in a very similar way, "Just a bit of a bummer, that's all. I think I need to download _Grindr_- get out on the scene,"

Behind him, I see a glimpse of that same auburn hair. Perking up, I scan behind him; craning my neck to get a better look- but, I've lost it in the sea of other's.

"What?" Shane asks, looking behind him, "What are you looking at?"

Those dark locks are nowhere to be seen; a bubble of disappointment pops in my chest, but I shrug, "Nothing," With a huff, I stick the fork into my mouth- the food had relatively no taste, it was just mush. I frown, forcing it down.  
>"What is it?" Shane prods, still searching behind him for what it could have been, "Cute boy?"<p>

"No," I wave him off, giving him a reserved grin, "It was nothing."

Shane turns back around, raising one shoulder in exasperation, "_Fine_, don't let me in on the secret."  
>As he leaned forward, I saw directly behind him, sitting at a table further back, her unmistakeable features. Full, glossed pink lips, petite curved nose, enviously healthy hair, and doe-eyes; I inhaled sharply at the recognition. "It <em>is<em> her!" Shrinking down, I leer around Shane, watching her text away on her phone, oblivious.

"Who?" Shane circles around again, eagerly seeking out whoever it was I was staring at.

"_Karma_!" I hiss, still staring.

"Ahh," The boy hums dreamily, "So that is the mysterious, fabled Karma I've heard about."

"Shane," Giving him the side-eye, "You've been here for three years; Karma only moved away two years ago."

"Yeah," Shane groaned, "But I didn't talk to you then, and I only saw her in passing. Plus- it was never with you that I saw her, you guys were hardly even friends then."

Shooting him a defensive glare, I go on, "She must have moved back this summer."

"Wow, she looks good," He observed, casually resting an elbow on the table, still looking back at her, "She lost some weight. Her skin and hair are glowing- she must get a lot of  
>Vitamin A,"<p>

"Well," It was true- she did look good. Older. "They did move somewhere really weird- like, Thailand, or something."

"Grasshoppers are _really_ high in protien," Shane considered, visibly drifting off on a train of thought.

It was hard to tear my eyes away, but seeing her again, after all these years brought me a surprising amount of sadness. We'd grown apart long before she moved; it was clear, yet unspoken between the two of us as suddenly we didn't talk to each other as much. Hangouts became spread apart, and whenever we did get together, there was a tension in the air, as though someone had died, and we didn't know what to say to one another any more. It was a miserable thing to see someone you used to have so much in common with; someone who you knew everything about, and who knew everything about you- in the shoes of a stranger.

"I can't believe she's back," I murmur, stealing another peek at her. She was eating an apple, still looking at her phone, not quite used to being back- she was alone. She was also _really_ tan.

"You should talk to her," Shane finally turns around, scooping up some potatoes on his fork, leaving them hovering near his mouth. I take another tasteless bite, shaking my head, "No," I sigh, "I don't know her any more. It would be weird."

Shane rolls his eyes, "Amy, she has no friends here yet. She used to be your best friend- you guys have history together, it'd be easy to go back."  
>What he was saying could be true, but there was a nagging in my head that told me we had grown apart because we became different. Three years later- we'd only grown farther into those differences.<br>But, there was some odd branch of my heart that wanted me to be close to her again. We'd had so much fun when we were younger. Kindergarten to grade eight, we were two peas in a pod. Every good memory I had, had her in it.

Karma's eyes shifted from her phone, and she found me, pausing slowly, a small crease forming between her brow. I forgot I'd been staring. A heat rose in my cheeks, and unsurely, Karma rose her hand just above the table, waving a few fingers. Trying to swallow past the lump in my throat, I repeat the same greeting, and then avert my gaze; embarrassed I'd been caught red-handed.

"I don't think it would work," I tell Shane, probing my fork around the potatoes and peas, even less of an appetite in my stomach now than there was before.

But I wish it could.


End file.
